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piciously. Then one of them replied at length, forcing me to
admit I had just about exhausted my Sioux vocabulary.
But it served as an introduction. Talking through the boy. who
spoke a little Mission English, I learned they were on the way
from Pine Ridge to Washington to protest against insufficient
food and to give their side of the Wounded Knee affair. When I
convinced them I had seen that battlefield while the dead were
still lying as they fell, traditional Indian reserve gave way to
eager curiosity. They wanted to know every detail. Why \ve went,
who was in the party., what they said, how many dead Indians
we counted, how many soldiers*were killed, what became of the
baby.
One of the two men had been wounded in that battle, shot
in a shoulder while mounting his pony. He had crawled behind
a rock, where he lay all day, not daring to move. The soldiers
were killing all the wounded, he said. One of them came up,
kicked him on the chin, then passed on, thinking he was dead.
Late that night the Indian made his way back to the Agency.
Young as I was, I could appreciate the control over his nerves
a wounded man must have to lie quietly in the snow while a
mortal enemy, after kicking him in the face, watched for the
slightest sign of life.
I wanted to go with them to Washington, being sure my
description of the battlefield would add weight to their account
of the battle. But after talking it over among themselves they
decided an outsider of my age might do more harm than good.
There was an interesting sequel to this chance meeting on
the train. Years later at the Explorers' Club I met Yellow Robe,
a Sioux then living in New York. While talking over old times
in the Black Hills he told me that he had been in the battle at
Wounded Knee, that his mother and uncle were killed there.
According to him it was a planned and deliberate massacre.
Big Foot, he said, had surrendered to Cheyenne Indian Police
with the promise that if he gave up his guns they would take his
party back to Pine Ridge Agency and give them food; they had
been forced to eat their spare ponies for the past week or so and
were half-starved.
Escorted by the Cheyennes, Big Foot's party reached Wounded
Knee Creek late in the afternoon, and found nearly a thousand
soldiers waiting for them. When the Sioux were ordered to
dismount and make camp, they feared they were in for a fight,